7 1 The Tragedy o/Dthello 

How doc you Madam.ho w doc you my good Lady ? 

Def. Faith halfe afleepe. 

Em. Good Madam, what's the matter with my Lord > 
Def With who? 

Em. Why with my Lord Madam. 

Dtf. I ha nonc,doe not talke to me Emillia , 

I cannot weepe, nor anfwer haue I none. 

But what fhould goe by water : preethee to night 
Lay on my bed our wedding fheetes,remember. 

And call thy husband hither, 

Em. Here is a changcindeed. Exit, 

‘Def Tis meete I fhould be vfde fc, very well; 

How haue I bin behau’djthat he might fticke 
The fmailefl opinion,on my greateft abufe. 

lag. What is your pleafure Madam, Enter \zo Q , 

Howiftwithyouf WEraillia. 

Uej. I cannot tell : thole that doe teach young babes 
Doe it with gentle meanes,and eafie taskes, 

Hemight ha chid me fo, for in good faith, 

I I m a child at chiding. 

lag. What is the matter Lady? 

Em. Alas I a go, my Lord hath (o bewhor’d her, 

Throwne fuch defpite,and heauy termes vpon her, 

As true hearts cannot beare. 

Def. Am I that name Iago} 
lag. What name faire Lady? 

Def. Such as fhe fayes my Lord did fay I was ? 

Em. He call d her whore A begger in his drinke, 

Could not haue layed fuch tearmes vpon his Callet. 
lag. Why did he fo. ? 

Def. I doe not know,I am fure I am none fuch. 
lag. Doe not weepe,doe not weepe : alas the day. 

Em. Has fhe forfooke fo many noble matches. 

Her Father, and her Countrey, all her friends, 

To be cald whore ? would it not make one weepe ? 

Def It is my wretched fortune, 

lag. Befhrew him for it; how comes this tricke vpon him ? 
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Def- Nay,heauen doth know. 

Em. I will be hang’djiffome eternall villaine. 

Some bufie and infinuating rogue. 

Some cogging, coufening flaue,co get fome office, 

Hauenot deuifde this Hander, I ’le be hang’d elfe. 
lag. Fie, there is no fuch man, it is impoffible. 

Def. If any fuch there be,heauen pardon him. 

Em. A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his bones: 

Why fhould he call her whore ? who keepes her company? 

Whit place, what time, what for me.what likelihood? 

The Moore’s abus’d by fome outragious knaue : 

Somebafe notorious knaue, fome feuruy fellow, 

0 heauen, that fuch companions thoudft vnfold, 

And put in euery honed hand a whip, 

To lath the rafcall naked through the world, 

Euen from the Eaft to the Weft. 
lag- Speake within dores. 

Em. Ofievponhim; fome fuch fquire he was, 

That turnd your wit, the feamyfide vithout, 

And made you tofufpe&me with the Moore. 
lag- Y ou are a foole,goe to. 

Def- O Good 1 ago, 

What fhall I doe to win my Lord againe ? 

Good friend goe to him,for by this light of heauen, 

1 know not how I loft him. 

lag. I pray you be content ,tis but his humour, 

Thebufmeffe of the Statedoes him offence, 

And he does chide with you. 

Def Ift’were no other. 
lag. Tis but fo,I warrant you, 

Havke how thefe Inftruments fummonyou to (upper, 

And the great Meffengers of Venice Ray, 

Goe in, and weepe not, all things fhall be well. Exit women. 

How now Roderigo ? Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. I doe not finde that thou dealft iuftly with me. 
lag. YVhat in the contrary > 

Rod. Euery day, thou dofftft me, with fome deuife Iago ; 
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